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THE REIGN OF INFIDELITY. 



It was a hot afternoon, or rather evening, 
in the middle of June, and the sun, like a 
ball of molten fire, was sinking fiercely to 
rest ; its last rays were lingering in dazzling 
light over a city, whose world-wide renown 
seemed haughtily to claim frpm the laws of 
Nature, an exemption from homage, as it 
proudly exacted smiles and bows from all 
the nations of the earth who traded with 
her vast commerce. The sun's rays lin- 
gered over the mighty city, and calmly 
pursued their way to other lands. Wealth, 
learning, and sin, could not disturb the laws 
which guide the universe. And a smile of 
satisfaction passed over the face of Lord 
Mauve, as he turned his eyes from the vast 
regions of London to the rosy west, where 
in silence a voice daily repeated, c I will not 
be defied! 

' Farewell ! In these days, who can tell 
V b 



2 THE REIGN OF INFIDELITY. 

what an hour may bring forth ? Alphonse r 
it is not a novelty for me to be standing 
here at this hour. I come up every even- 
ing to watch the sunset, and meditate upon 
the bright land I may have entered before 
it again shines over this unhappy country.' 

6 My good fellow, it makes me angry to 
look at you, in the full vigour of health 
and strength, and to hear you coolly talking 
of death as if any religion were worth dying 
for ! Jew, Turk, or Christian, you all wor- 
ship the one God — what matter how ? ' 

* But, Alphonse, we are not fighting for 
mere forms ; the evil is far greater. This 
is the reign of infidelity, and it is for my 
belief in an Almighty God that I am ready 
to die. England, the last to fall a victim 
to Satan's wiles, is now sunk deeper in the 
evil than any country in Europe. It is the 
richest, the proudest, and the most wicked 
nation on the earth/ 

' Well, Mauve, the love of your coun- 
try will never break your heart ; you 
are as bitter as a coquette playing 
upon an insensible heart ; and now that 
you have meditated upon the shortness and 
uncertainty of life, and compared your 
existence to the setting sun, suppose we 
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descend this tower and take a stroll in the 
park. By Jove ! what a height this tower 
is ! the trees look like mushrooms, and yet 
we are only a quarter up ; it was worth 
while coming all the way from Spain only 
to see this. It is the tower of BabeV with- 
out the confusion of tongues/ 

'And built much in the same spirit : 
pride is the foundation-stone, and reason 
the structure that progresses higher and 
higher, until it ends in ruin. By making 
itself equal with God, the creature attempts 
to mould the Creator. The study of 
the heavens, in conjunction with the word 
of God, is good ; but when reason sits 
alone upon its throne, and judges the 
Maker of the universe, wisdom then is 
folly/ 

'Ah! Mauve, you are a Catholic, and 
the Catholic Church puts reason in fet- 
ters, for fear it should discover a flaw 
in the system ; but reason is stronger 
than iron, and you cannot keep it in bond- 
age/ 

' On the contrary, Alphonse ; the Catho- 
lic Church, in teaching the doctrines of 
Christ, gives reason an endless scope for 
exercise ; and in believing, finds its reward 

b2 
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in the golden cup of peace. Reason, in the 
Catholic Church, is like a bee in a flower 
garden : it extracts sweets from each doc- 
trine, and lays up a store for eternity/ 

4 But your belief is contrary to reason, 
and, however sweet you may make the pill, 
it is very difficult for common sense to swal- 
low ; for example — the Holy Eucharist, as 
you call it. What a blasphemous doctrine ! 
a cannibal would jump at the belief/ 

' If it is blasphemy and cannibalism to be- 
lieve the words of Christ, we are guilty of 
both. " Except you eat my flesh and drink 
my blood, you have no life in me/' These are 
God's words, Alphonse/ 

* You have taken an isolated sen- 
tence, Mauve. Read the whole chapter 
that you have quoted from, and you 
will find that our Lord spoke figura- 
tively, thus — " Your fathers did eat 
manna, and are dead. The bread which I 
will give you is my flesh ;" God in the flesh, 
is the type of the bread ; we are to eat by 
faith and be saved. ' 

* I will answer you on your own 
ground, and consider that the chapter 
in Saint John, to which we allude, was 
uttered by our Lord in a figurative 
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sense : — c Except you eat my flesh and 
drink my blood ' — was the type of the 
bread the Israelites of old ate in the wil- 
derness. The type is less than the reality. 
Thus God is less than bread, and for the 
words, " The bread which I will give is my 
flesh," we must read, " The flesh which I will 
give is bread." And may I ask you, Al- 
phonse, what virtue or divinity there is in a 
piece of flour and water, that it can of itself 
save us from our sins, and take us to 
Heaven?' 

' By faith, Mauve, and the grace of God, 
the bread and wine become the body and 
blood of Christ to our salvation/ 

1 Thus you admit the truth in words, and 
deny it in fact, and call us Catholics can- 
nibals, for believing the words of Christ, 
" Take, eat, this is my body." ' 

' Exactly, Mauve; and what follows? — 
" As often as you do this, you do show my 
death until I come." It is a representation, 
not a reality ; and faith in the actual atone- 
ment is the source alone through which we 
receive our salvation/ 

' In fact, you regard the celebration of 
the Blessed Sacrament as a mere form, 
an acknowledgment of an event through 
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which, by faith, you will be saved ; and 
therefore, it is very clear that, if once a 
year, you walked up to the altar in your 
church, and looked at a piece of bread laid 
thereon, saying, " I believe this represents 
the body of my Saviour who died for me," 
and the same before a glass of wine, " This 
wine represents the blood of my Redeemer, 
shed for me," you can leave the church 
under the firm belief that you are an ortho- 
dox Christian. And is it for this cold form, 
that our Saviour so earnestly desired to in- 
stitute the sacrament with his disciples ? 
No, he desired to unite himself with erring 
man, that through his grace we might be 
saved ; therefore he left us his own divine 
body to be our strength and guide through 
this sinful world/ 

4 But, my dear Mauve, — Our Lord had not 
suffered upon the'cross when he said, " Take, 
eat, this is my body/' ' 

• True, but the God who by one word could 
put life into the dead, could equally animate 
a piece of bread, to fulfil his earnest desire 
of incorporating himself with those he loved.' 

A short grunt of assent was the only 
answer Alphonse Danby made to his com- 
panion, whilst he ruthlessly knocked off 
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with his stick the heads of the flowers, as 
he walked along, musing absently upon the 
words of his friend ; and in the state of mind 
of the man convinced against his will, being 
of the same opinion still. ' There is truth 
and reason in that last remark ; but hang 
me if I will trouble myself any more about 
the question ; the Catholics are so artful, 
they would make one believe that black is 
white.' 

The two friends, as they walked along 
arm in arm, formed a striking contrast — 
not merely because the dark complexion, 
and black hair and eyes, of Alphonse 
Danby were the opposite to the fair Saxon 
face of Lord Mauve. The difference rested 
in the expression. In the face of the latter, 
the signs of deep thought were clearly 
marked, and the stern features, when in 
perfect repose, were almost repulsive, until 
the thoughts of the teeming brain opened 
the lips, and lighted up the countenance. 
Five-and-thirty summers had not passed 
idly over the head of Lord Mauve, he had 
travelled much, and thought more, and it 
was the age when reason ruled the world. 
Intellect was shining over the earth with a 
. light unparalleled in history. Wonder had 
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ceased to be wonder, and man created at 
will the thoughts of the mind. Lord Mauve 
was a true disciple of Reason, and his lips 
daily uttered the prayer, that he might 
be preserved from denying his Creator. 
Alphonse Danby's countenance bore none of 
the marks of deep thought, though the quick 
and intelligent eye showed a brain as ca- 
pable of comprehension as his companion's. 
The one was foil of strong energy ; the other 
quick and impulsive — but indolent. An- 
tagonistic in creed, they yet retained a firm 
friendship for each other : a rare thing at 
a time when brothers, parents, and sisters,, 
gladly delivered each other up into the 
hands of the council to suffer death for ac- 
knowledging God. They walked on for 
some time in silence, leaving the park and 
sauntering down Great Street, the marble 
houses of which, richly inlaid with Mosaic, 
spoke of the wealth of the inhabitants^ 
whilst the magnificence of the interior be- 
trayed fabulous riches. Each house vied 
with its neighbour in splendour. 

* Whichever way I look, Mauve, I see 
signs of merchant princes ; I wonder you 
have not married a princess of wealth/ 

* My grandfather did that for the family- 
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We belonged to the noble poor, until he 
wedded with trade and raised our fallen 
fortunes and name/ 

' So you rest content upon the oars of 
wealth, and glide down the stream of life 
unencumbered. You are right — love fades 
before reason : there are no broken hearts 
now that intellect governs mankind/ 

His companion made no answer, but the 
stern face grew sterner and paler, as if the 
remark was painful. 

' Alphonse, we part here. I am going to 
the chapel you see at the end of the street, 
to benediction/ 

' My good fellow, I am not a bigot : 
bigotry is only another name for ignorance. 
I think you are still groping in the dark ; 
but you are too good a fellow for me to 
hate. I will go in with you. My ears will 
be charmed with beautiful music, whilst the 
nose inhales fragrant incense, and my eyes 
rest upon a splendid edifice. Your know 
how to impose upon the senses, Mauve, 
though you cannot deceive reason! 

They had reached the chapel, and Lord 
Mauve whispered to his friend as they 
entered : * I will pray to-night, Alphonse, 
that your reason may be enlightened 
through the senses! 
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A sarcastic smile passed over Mr. Danby's 
face at the remark. 

The shades of evening were not strong 
enough to throw more than a dim grey 
light through the church, a light which 
suited well the solemn stillness around, 
where all seemed to breathe a heavenly- 
peace ; the calm silence was more striking 
from leaving the bustle and turmoil of the 
London streets. The magnificent altar, 
richly set with jewels, sparkled brightly in 
the blaze of its many lighted candles, and 
earnest faces were turned towards the 
Holy of Holies, as they uttered their fervent 
prayers to the gracious Lord, who deigns to 
remain on earth for the consolation of his 
sorrowing children. 

Mr. Danby followed his friend, and, 
before sitting down, made a genuflection to 
the altar. ' It is but a mere form, so I will 
not shock the prejudices of the good people 
around me, by leaving undone what I con- 
sider a simple absurdity/ As prayer never 
opened the lips of Mr. Danby, there was 
only one thing left for him to do in his 
situation, and that was to stare at every- 
thing, observe, and quiz. His eyes wandered 
in admiration round the handsome building, 
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and then continued their inspection of the 
congregation ; and here the wandering gaze 
rested, not upon the mass, but upon one. A 
figure on the opposite side of the church, 
nearly in the same line with his seat, 
riveted his attention ; for the artistic eye 
caught in an instant the graceful form 
kneeling so devoutly in prayer. No cloak 
hid the well-rounded waist and shoulders, 
so slight, yet full ; it was too dark to see 
if the large earnest eyes fixed sadly upon 
the altar were blue or brown, but the small 
well-shaped head and delicate features were 
distinguishable. ' I wonder if she is tall, 
or short ; if she is tall, she is perfection. 
She is interesting as well as beautiful, there 
is intellect in that head and face. Bah ! 
why is she Catholic? In deep mourning — 
how well black suits that sort of beauty ! She 
ought never to wear anything else. 

The organ pealed its deep melodious 
tones through the church, and a procession 
of boys with lighted candles, followed by 
the priest in gorgeous vestments, entered. 
It was not the first time Alphonse had knelt 
in a Catholic church ; so no curiosity induced 
him to watch or listen to the service, which 
he knew and cared nothing about; whilst 
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the kneeling figure, whom he did not know* 
interested him extremely. The side face was 
all he could see, as the head remained 
stedfastly turned towards the altar, and 
Alphonse became vexed with the rapt piety 
that interfered with his curiosity. ' Ah ! 
woman! woman! how easily thy pliant 
imagination is caught by gaudy trifles ! 
Those flowers, and lights, and the music, 
absorb all that lovely creature's feelings, 
until she readily believes the Lord dwells 
amidst that blaze.' 

Here, Lord Mauve placed a prayer-book 
in his friend's hand, and this Mr. Danby 
considered as a gentle sign that he was 
annoyed at his indifference to the service ; 
so he glanced down the pages vacantly and 
preoccupied. Two lines of the hymn they 
were singing, fixed themselves upon his mind 
without an effort of will — 

* Faith the senses dark refining — 
Mysteries to comprehend." 

Over and over again the words sounded in 
his ears, when the music had ceased, and 
a deep silence dwelt around, as the priest 
held up the sacred Host, and asked God's 
blessing. From the same motive of not 
shocking the congregation, Mr. Danby 
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bowed his head at the solemn moment, 
repeating to himself the words — * Faith, 
faith/ without attaching any meaning to 
them ; and he repeated them long after the 
music had ceased ; and one by one the 
lights upon the altar were extinguished, — 
the last went out, and the darkness recalled 
his wandering thoughts from their dreamy 
state. 

' The figure in black, — gone ! Oh, fool 
that I am ! what have I been dreaming of? 
And Mauve, he might have told me he was 
going ;' and rising hastily from his seat, he 
left the chapel, vexed with himself and 
friend. The close, oppressive air, and dark, 
heavy clouds, announced the approach of a 
thunder-storm ; and the sultry atmosphere 
sent the hot blood with a burning rush to the 
brain of Mr. Danby, as his anger was sud- 
denly turned to joy, by beholding the object 
of his admiration, standing on the chapel 
steps, talking to Lord Mauve. 

* Ah ! Mauve, I thought you were at 
home whilst I have been dreaming in the 
church, for I suppose I fell asleep. I have 
no recollection of noticing anything after 
you put the prayer-book into my hand/ 

' Then, I fear, you have not profited by 
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my kind act. Constance, it is too late for 
you to be out alone with only your maid ; 
we will see you safe home. Let me intro- 
duce an old friend of mine, Mr. Danby : Al- 
phonse, my cousin, Lady Constance Maberly/ 

A low bow and a graceful curtsey were 
the simple acts that produced that moment- 
ous event. Knowing your fellow-creature, 
the first bow and curtesy, may cause you to 
smile or weep through time, and place you 
in a happy or wretched eternity. A fresh 
name is placed on the scroll of our exis- 
tence — a friend that colours our destiny, and 
many an aching heart would gladly obliterate 
the name ; but, alas ! there is no remedy ; 
the same physical action will not undo the 
first ; you have bowed for better, for worse. 

' Constance, you will be able to discuss 
your favourite country to your heart's con- 
tent. Mr. Danby has lived all his life in* 
Spain/ 

c I once spent a few weeks in the south 
of Spain, and the remembrance of its 
beauty, and the happy days spent there,, 
still linger with a clinging affection in my 
memory.' 

Mr. Danby was no longer in doubt about 
the colour of the eyes ; they were decidedly 
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deep blue, large, and long, expressive more 
of calmness than gentleness, for they 
sparkled with a light that betrayed the 
hidden fire of energy and will ; there was 
a power in them that made those they fixed 
fall beneath the gaze, Mr. Danby's fell to 
the tips of his boots, as he answered — 

fc My property is in the south, so I know 
it well/ 

' And love it dearly,' added Lady Con- 
stance, warmly. 

Mr. Danby smiled at her enthusiasm, 
and looked up at the calm, flashing eyes, 
which he felt certain had passed judgment 
upon him, mentally and morally. 'My 
father was the younger son of a not very 
rich English gentleman, and my mother 
was a rich Spanish heiress ; poverty and 
wealth joined hands, and I am the result — 
a mixture of the two countries ; my heart 
is divided against itself, so I cannot speak 
with your warmth. I have lived all my life 
in Spain, and arrived in England yesterday 
for the first time ; and I feel already indi- 
genous with the soil — it will be long before 
I return to Spain/ 

' You are proud of England's greatness/ 
said Lady Constance, in a bitter, con- 
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temptuous tone, ' and not ashamed of its 
wickedness/ 

'Wickedness is so freely and openly 
scattered over the world, that a little more, 
or a little less, is of no consequence, and I 
am proud of England's greatness ; her 
riches have set her upon a pinnacle of glory, 
and made her the market for the whole 
world. Art and science reign supreme 
here, Lady Constance/ 

'And to what have they led V she replied 
sadly. ' Can you feel proud of the reign 
of Infidelity V 

' 1 believe we can worship reason, and 
serve our Creator there! 

' I thought you were not a Catholic ! but 
how dare you act the hypocrite, and kneel 
in our church to mock our creed V and 
Lady Constance's face flushed with indigna- 
tion. 

' Pardon me, Lady Constance ; I am a 
liberal religionist — my father was the same 
before me. The word Protestant has long 
died away, as a word without a meaning ; 
we are all liberal religionists/ 

'Liberal infidels/ said Lady Constance ; 
* that is the fruit of Protestantism/ 

' If my mother had lived, it might have 
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been different: she was a Catholic, and 
would have taught me her faith. She died 
before I was three years old. I remember one 
prayer she taught me, as I used to sit oh 
her knee, playing with the gold chain round 
her neck : — "Holy Mary, Mother of God, 
pray for me, a sinner, now and at the hour of 
my death/' That prayer has never escaped 
my lips since ; but just now, in the chapel, 
it returned to my mind over and over 
again ; and I repeated to myself — " Holy 
Mary, Mother of God, pray for me, a sinner, 
now and at the hour of my death." Then, 
I was looking at something more beautiful 
than my mother's gold chain/ The voice 
sank to a low tone at the last words, and a 
glance of fervent admiration rested upon 
Lady Constance. 

Both words and look were unheeded by 
her. An expression of terror upon her face 
made Mr. Danby follow the direction of her 
startled gaze ; he looked quickly down the 
street, but it was nearly deserted, and 
apparently free from any cause of alarm. 

4 Do you hear % Mauve/ she said, turning 
to her cousin. 

* Hear what % Constance. I hear nothing 
but the roar of the city traffic in thedistance.' 

c 

) 

/ 

t 
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• There, again ; it is the shout of the in- 
fidels/ 

* I hear what you mean : it must be the 
infidels returning from the execution of 
the Christians — many hundreds of our faith 
were to be burnt to-day. We must keep 
out of the way ; they will be as excited as 
wild beasts that have tasted blood. A friend 
of mine lives across the street ; let us go 
there : quick, they are upon us ! And 
already the street was filling with a crowd 
of men, women, and children, singing in 
chorus — 

* Hurrah for the Infidel ! 
Long may he live ; 
He fears neither heaven or hell, 
So we'll laugh and sing 

t Hurrah for the Infidel ! 

c Mrs. Leslie is not at home, my Lord/ 

' Allow us to come inside for a few 
minutes to avoid the mob/ 

' Will your lordship walk upstairs ? Mrs. 
Leslie is going out to dinner, and has not 
come down yet/ 

They entered the drawing-room, and 

Constance went to the window, partly from 

curiosity and partly from a feeling, she 

told her cousin, of trying to overcome her 

. dread of an infidel rabble, as they did not 
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know how soon their courage might be 
called forth to endure insults and death. 
The street was nearly blocked up by the 
crowd which moved along at a slow fune- 
real pace, with loud shouts and yells — the 
shrill voices of children mingling with the 
deeper tones of their parents, and wreaking 
their hatred upon the expiring forms of the 
Christians, who were placed on a platform 
which was decorated with garlands of 
flowers, as if for a festival; the horses, 
adorned with flowers and bells, which 
sounded with a clear, melancholy wail, 
through the coarse uproar, sending forth 
a dirge for the dying. Long poles were 
placed at equal distances down the plat- 
form, to which the victims were tied, and 
surrounded with faggots up to the waist, 
leaving the faces of the martyrs exposed to 
the view of their infuriated enemies, who 
tauntingly asked, Why their God did not 
save them? - Let your God strike us dead, 
and save those who believe in him. Ah ! ah ! 
there is no God but man ! ' The flames were 
not allowed to end the sufferings of the 
Christians at once ; the faggots were lighted 
and extinguished to prolong the scene of 
misery. Here the half-burnt form of a 

c 2 
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mother clasping the blackened body of her^ 
child ; there an outstretched arm, stiffened 
in its agony, grasped the wife who had 
already entered eternity ; these were the 
special objects of delight to the mob, who 
applied their torches to the stakes with 
shouts of joy, and mimicked the writhing 
agonies of the dying. 

' Alas ! Mauve, my heart sinks even at 
the sight of the martyrs/ How then shall 
I be able to endure the persecution ! ' And 
Lady Constance turned from the window 
and sank upon a chair, faint and overcome 
with the horrible spectacle. 

' As the day, so will your strength be 
Constance ; — fear not/ 

The procession of the martyrs was a 
quarter of a mile in length, and it was long 
before the last shout died away in the dis- 
tance. 

'We can go now; the street is clear. 
But, Constance, you must stay here until I 
send the carriage for you ; it is too late for 
you to be out. Alphonse, we will take care 
of each other/ 

' Do we meet to-night at Lady Cranby's ? * 
said Mr. Danby, as he shook hands with 
Lady Constance. 
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' Yes ; I am going there/ so we shall meet 
.again, Mr. Danby, in .the gay crowd/ 

The two friends left the room ; and 
Lady Constance, as soon as she was alone, 
:sank upon her knees and prayed for strength 
to triumph over the weakness that might 
cause her to deny her faith in the hour of 
'trial. 

The last ray of twilight had faded away, 
and the lights in the street alone made the 
objects in the room visible. 

External things tinge the mind with 
iJieir own impression, and the mind again 
reflects its thoughts upon the external, 
uniting- them in harmony. The soft light 
soothed Constance Maberly's agitated mind, 
and she answered the silent voice with 
peace. Absorbed in thought, she took no 
notice of a second person who was ad- 
vancing towards her, slowly and softly, 
for the feet fell noiselessly upon the thick 
velvet carpet. The shadowy light was suf- 
ficient to show that the reputation of the 
Duke of Clare, as the handsomest man in 
Europe, was correct. Tall, and with a 
figure that the best judges and most fas- 
tidious pronounced faultless, the face waa 
^perfect in form and feature, no irregularity 
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destroyed the outline, and the regularity 
was saved from being called insipid > by the- 
varying expression, ever changing and pre- 
senting in a new light the intellectual face, 
so powerful, yet so flexible. The small 
well-shaped head and high massive brow, 
confirmed the title by which he was 
known all over the world — The Prince of 
Reason. No subject, however abstruse, 
baffled his intellect. The Duke advanced 
slowly and cautiously towards Lady Con- 
stance, until he stood by her side, and for 
a moment remained gazing upon her in 
silence. 

A deep, calm, melodious voice, sounded 
through the quiet room : ' Pardon me, Lady 
Constance, if I disturb you ; I expected to 
find the room empty. 

Lady Constance rose hastily from her 
seat, exclaiming in surprise — c You here, 
Duke V whilst a creeping dread she always 
felt in his presence took possession of her. 
' The servant told us Mrs. Leslie dined out ^ 
I thought I was alone.' 

' Mrs. Leslie allowed me to call for a book, 
she lends me. I am fortunate in finding you 
here. Why will you not believe that it gives 
me pleasure to see you ; nay, more, that it 
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adds to my happiness V These words were 
uttered in a tender, reproachful tone. But 
neither the words nor the tone relieved 
Constance from her aversion. 

' Duke, I think you admire candour ? ' 

' Ah ! candour and truth is my motto, 
Lady Constance.' 

' Then you will pardon me for say- 
ing, that at this moment I am far from 
feeling the same pleasure in seeing you ; 
and I have only one wish, and that is, to be 
alone/ 

' And I have but one wish, and that is, to 
obey Lady Constance Maberly/ The voice 
had passed from the tender to the melan- 
choly, perfectly free from anger ; but the 
eyes flashed like sparks of fire, as the Duke 
bowed and left the room. 

Lady Constance compared the calm voice 
with the fierce eyes, and was convinced that 
though the Duke of Clare professed un- 
bounded admiration, he hated her in his 
heart, * And certainly I spare no pains to 
show him my indifference ; it would be 
more generous if he took my hints. How 
could I endure to be his wife, when even 
the sight of him upsets my peace of mind ? 
Though he has left the room, I feel as if he 
still lingered here/ 
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The carriage now arrived to take her 
home, and she eagerly quitted the house. 

Death and sorrow were ravaging the 
earth, discord howled through the universe, 
whilst Reason, bright and powerful, shone 
resplendent. The idol of mankind, like 
lightning, it brightened the darkness, and 
destroyed at the same instant. Infidelity 
was its offspring, and the ties of kindred 
withered with the decay of Christianity. 
The few that clung with faith to their 
Creator, were aliens in their homes. Yet, 
amidst the tumult, the pleasures of the 
world were eagerly sought after ; and Lady 
Cranby's ball presented a scene of mirth 
and splendour worthy of happier days. 
Talent, grace, and wit crowded the room. 
Unrivalled in beauty, Lady Constance 
Maberly received with indifference the 
homage paid her ; unlike women in general, 
she neither cared for nor sought admiration. 
Sincere and honest, she scorned to trifle 
with a man's heart for her amusement. 
She was true to the only love she had ever 
owned, and the world called her ' the ice- 
berg/ and 'the marble statue ;' because she 
never gave encouragement to her numerous 
admirers. The silent stream flows deep 
and steadily, its depth and power known 
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only to itself; storm and tempest cannot 
oheck its onward course, nor still the rapid 
current. 

' Constance, I repeat again and again I 
love you ; but I hate your religion/ 

' And, Henry, I love you as deeply and 
truly as I have always loved ; but I cannot 
forsake my God.' 

€ Constance, you will drive me mad if 
you mention that hateful name ! I tell you 
it is a folly, an imposition; science has 
exposed its fallacy, and yet you cling to 
the old superstition — you refuse to listen to 
reason, because you know how all-powerful 
it is/ 

€ All-powerful in error, Henry/ 

' Constance, you have read that book 
called the Bible ; you are a disciple of 
revealed religion, in that book you will 
find 'Man is God; 9 the imposition lies in 
one man having arrogated to himself the 
power of Creator, a power which reason 
shows is common to all. One man's intellect 
has imposed upon the world for centuries : 
another intellect as powerful clears up 
mystery. The Prince of Reason, has shown, 
that the Bible only is true, because it proves 
that the essence of creation dwells in man. 
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The miracles, which have so long blinded 
mankind, he shows to them one by one. 
Yes, Constance/ he, can raise the dead/ 

* Henry, impossible ! I will not believe it I 
Then why does he not save us from death 
itself V 

€ You do not understand, Constance, the 
principles of life. Matter exhausts itself, 
and crumbles away ; matter can again 
restore the vital principle. One touch of 
the hand is sufficient. Why will you not 
study the science, and be convinced. V 

' Because, Henry, I feel within me that 
God is separate from man, and man only 
resembles him as being made in his own 
image and gifted with reason, which he now 
abuses to usurp the throne of the Creator, 
who alone is omnipotent.' 

' But, Constance, Omnipotence cannot be 
dethroned ; and if reason usurps the Crea- 
tor s throne, it is because the so-called 
Creator is an impostor, and reason alone is 
omnipotent. Oh ! Constance, forsake your 
delusions, and be my wife ! You are not a 
fool, yet you cling to a crazy religion that 
the whole world forsakes. It must be that 
your love for me has grown cold. 

' Henry ! Henry ! how cruel of you ! I 
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loved you when we were one in faith, 
and heart, and I love you still Though 
you have changed from Christianity to 
Infidelity, yet, alas ! I cannot change my 
love ; it is fixed in my heart for time and 
eternity/ 

1 1 was wrong to doubt you, Constance : 
forgive me ; but / curse your faith !' Lord 
Selby uttered these words with so much 
bitterness, that Constance turned her head 
away to conceal the horror she felt her 
face expressed, and to hide the tears which 
rushed to her eyes as she thought of the 
being so dear, lost in the depths of infidelity. 
But there was no sympathy with sorrow in 
the gay ball-room — and she smiled brightly 
as the conversation turned upon other 
subjects. 

The Duke of Clare came up and asked 
her to dance ; but Constance felt the cold 
creeping repugnance she always felt for the 
Duke envelope her more completely than 
ever, as she remembered Lord Selby 's words, 
that the Prince of Reason restored the 
dead. And she made an excuse, saying 
she was so fatigued she could dance no 
more. But her father, who stood next to 
her, looked at her sternly, and said—* 
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' Constance, I don't bring you to a ball 
to stand still/ 

" Honour thy father and thy mother," 
is a very old commandment, Lady Con- 
stance. ' Let me show you how to keep it/ 
And a strong arm gently encircled her 
waist, and she was whirling round in the 
waltz. "Whatever the Duke of Clare did, 
was done perfectly, and waltzing was 
amongst his accomplishments. They were 
both so handsome, and both danced so well, 
and the Duke was so celebrated for 
intellect and enormous wealth, that each 
action was watched by an admiring crowd ; 
and they now paused in the dance, to see 
the handsome pair, as they glided round 
the room. Lady Constance grew colder 
and colder as they went round ; the people' 
became dim, and the lights faded to dark- 
ness. They stopped, and Constance would 
have fallen to the ground, but the strong 
arm of the Duke still grasped her firmly : 
he lifted the inanimate body in his arms as 
a powerful man lifts a baby, and carried 
her to an adjoining room, amidst loud 
murmurs of ' Lady Constance has fainted !' 
And not a few old dowagers spitefully 
whispered to their daughters. ' Very well 
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acted V ' You will see, she will get him — 
you are not half awake !' ' Why don't you 
get up a scene of that sort V For the hand- 
some Duke of Clare, with his large posses- 
sions, was a prize in the matrimonial market 
that quickened the pulses of mothers, and 
daughters, and many hopes were raised, 
never to be fulfilled ; for the Duke was an 
accomplished flirt. Curiosity more than 
friendship brought a crowd of faces round 
the sofa where Lady Constance was lying, 
unconscious of the ill-will that surrounded 
her. 

The deep voice of the Duke sounded in 
the ears of all : ' Lady Constance requires 
air — the room is too crowded ; it would be 
better if some left.' The Duke of Clare was 
heard in silence, and quickly obeyed ; and 
soon the room was empty, with the excep- 
tion of the Duke of Rosedover, Lord Mauve 
and his sister Isabel, and the Prince of 
Keason, who stood with folded arms at the 
head of the sofa, watching for signs of 
returning consciousness from the pale face 
whose features he seemed to be quietly 
studying. 

Isabel Mauve bathed her cousin's temples 
with eau de Cologne, and chatted gaily 
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with the Duke of Clare, who answered her 
coldly and shortly, and was impervious to 
the bright glances darted at him by a 
pair of pretty dark eyes. Indifference 
spurred Isabel to greater efforts to please ; 
she never would be rebuffed. Passionate, 
and determined, she seldom failed in any- 
thing she undertook. The Duke of Clare 
alone remained insensible to her charms — 
Constance was in the way of her ambi- 
tion ; she looked at the pale, motionless 
face of her cousin, and the sight suggested 
a thought, ' If she was dead !' She stooped 
down and kissed the pale face, repeating 
again to herself, c If she was dead P Isabel 
looked up to the Duke with a sweet smile, 
but her eyes fell before the steady gaze 
fixed upon her. 'He knows everything; 
can he read my thoughts V 

Lady Constance was recovering from 
her fainting fit, and began to recognise those 
around. She held her hand out to her 
father — 'Let us go home/ 

' The carriage is here : you can go when 
you like, madam/ The tone was cold and 
severe, and Constance knew her father was 
displeased. 

She rose from the sofa and embraced 
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Isabel ' Thank you, dear, for your kind 
«sare ; I see you have been busy with re- 
storatives;' and Constance smiled at the 
numerous bottles scattered around. The 
Duke of Clare had slunk to the back- 
ground, and remained watching the group 
before him. He did not offer to help Lady 
-Constance to the carriage; and she left 
without perceiving him. 

As they drove home, the Duke of Rose- 
-dover gave way to the anger he felt against 
his daughter : ' I wish, Constance you would 
not be such a fool ! Tou are as obstinate 
as a mule ! You can't deceive me : you 
got up that faint just because I told you to 
dance with the Duke of Clare. It was all 
^vile temper on your part.' 

* My father, I have never disguised from 
you how objectionable I think the Duke.' 

' You little simpleton. And what can you 
find objectionable in the handsomest and 
cleverest man in the world? You are 
mighty fastidious, madam !' 

* My Either, you forget I am a Christian, 
the Duke an Infidel/ 

« Curse your nonsense ! Let me tell you, 
madam, you will soon have to give up your 
.absurd delusions ; the daughter of a consul 
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a Christian is scandalous! Already you 
have lost the chance of becoming Selby's- 
wife ; he very properly will not have any- 
thing to do with the fanatic set, and you 
shall not play the same game with Clare ! 
He will succeed me as consul, and it is my 
ambition to see you his wife ; so none of 
your coldness, if you please, or — ' and the 
Duke paused. 

Constance finished her father's sentence 
in her own mind. The procession she had 
witnessed so lately, re-appeared before her 
eyes. ' If it is my lot to be a martyr, 
God's will be done ! But to be the wife of 
an Infidel — never! and of the Duke of 
Clare — impossible P 

' Constance, I intend to send away old 
Father Baily : there is no chance of your 
becoming a disciple of reason so long as 
that old idiot remains to poison your mind, 
and encourage you in your obstinacy. For 
the sake of your poor weak-minded mother 
I allowed him to remain ; but now that 
she is dead the old fellow shall leave my 
house !' 

' Ah, papa ! Father Baily is old and in- 
firm ; you will not banish him from your 
roof into a desolate world, for he has no 
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relations — and, alas ! no Mends — for he is 
a priest, and a Christian. Let him live his 
few remaining days in peace/ 

' I tell you he is not infirm in mind, and 
is vigorous enough to prop you up with his 
vile doctrines : so say no more ; he shall 
leave/ 

They had now reached home, and the 
conversation ceased. The Duke crossed the 
hall and entered his own room of business, 
where a pile of papers laid upon the table 
proved that the consulship was no sine- 
cure ; late as the hour was, (for the clock 
had struck two,) those papers must be read. 

A light hand rested upon the Duke's 
shoulder, and a soft voice sounded in his 
ear : ' Papa, for the love you bore my 
mother, allow Father Baily to remain ; it 
was her wish/ 

Don't trouble yourself, Constance, about 
the matter. I am resolved/ And the 
knitted brow and the stern face bespoke a 
determined will. ' Leave the room, Con- 
stance, I am busy : and, remember, your 
obstinacy is the cause of my sending Baily 
away. If you would follow reason, the 
old fellow might eat, drink, and die here ; 
but I know the artful ways of these dogs, 

D 
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and you are a slave in his cunning hands. 
The Catholics cling to the old tyrannical 
system as long as they have a mind weak 
enough to impose on. Now go, child/ 

Constance saw that opposition would add 
to her father's wrath, and she left the room 
in silence ; and, crossing the lofty marble 
hall, so richly decorated with all that wealth 
and good taste could produce, she opened 
a large glass door at the end, and stepped 
out upon the terrace, where the fountains' 
gentle splash echoed sadly the murmuring 
breeze as it swept along, laden with the 
perfume of the jessamine, on the still 
summer's night. The roaring, restless 
spirit of the great city, was hushed for a 
brief space ; wickedness flowed through the 
earth in a silent stream, and the moon 
watched sadly over slumbering vice. 

' Nature alone remains uncursed and free 
from sin, there we find the voice of the 
great I Am, wafting the breath of heaven 
through the polluted earth.' 

Sad and lonely, Constance sat and listened 
to the Almighty voice, and peace fell upon 
her weary heart, as cool and refreshing as 
the sparkling drops from the fountains, 
revived the scorched flowers beneath. All 
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around was so calm and serene, that it was 
difficult to realize the depth of wickedness 
into which the world was plunged. " How 
long, Lord, wilt thou permit the wicked 
to flourish % Is thy arm shortened, that it 
cannot save V The leaves rustling gently 
in the soft breeze replied, — " Hush ! hush ! 
Vengeance is mine, I will repay/' 

The eyes of Constance were raised to 
heaven, and her lips softly muttered 
' There is truth/ 

Now the trees behind her were disturbed 
by more than the light wind ; the boughs 
cracked, and footsteps trod the soft velvet 
grass. A calm, deep, melodious voice, 
replied ' Where is truth V The icy feeling 
and giddiness of the brain she had felt in 
the ball-room crept over Lady Constance 
as she looked round and saw the Duke of 
Clare at her side. The large, dark, lustrous 
eyes were fixed earnestly upon her face. 

' I had no thought of meeting you here, 
Lady Constance, at this hour. The ball- 
room became intolerable to me after you 
left, and I came here to enquire after you, 
for I have business with your father, and 
was certain of finding him at home and 
awake. Forgive me if I startled you. I 

D 2 
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should have passed by without making my- 
self known, but your words fixed my 
attention : — " There is truth" Oh, tell me, 
dear lady, Where is truth V 

4 In the word of God/ 

The Duke started. ' What is truth V 

< God/ 

The Duke tapped the marble fountain 
impatiently. And where, Lady Constance, 
does this God of truth dwell ? And who 
has seen him V 

' The God of truth dwells there. 9 And 
Lady Constance raised her hand and eyes 
to the starry heaven ; but the Duke cast 
his eyes upon the ground. ' And we see 
him and hear him in the works of his 
hands. All creation utters the voice of its 
Maker/ 

' You mean, lady, it speaks of a living 
power. Have you ever defined that power, 
and analysed the law of matter as it 
influences the smallest and the greatest of 
living things % Benson has dragged to light 
the things that were dark. Matter, before 
it was understood, was put on one side as 
a mystery (that place of refuge for igno- 
rance); now its laws are understood, and we 
find it acting and re-acting in the life- 
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giving power called eternal. Matter is the 
smallest of all the earth's grains, and from 
it man springs and lives, until the worn-out 
clay returns to its native soil, replenishing 
again and again the decayed earth. Lady 
Constance, you will admit the age of 
ignorance, was the age of belief/ 

* Ah ! Duke, and the age of happiness. 
If I had lived in a desert island, and had 
never seen the face of man, I would still 
have felt in all around me that there dwelt 
an Almighty Power, a God/ 

' You would have felt it within yourself, 
as well as in externals, would you not ? 
Lady Constance/ 

'Yes/ 

* And there lies the truth, Lady Constance. 
Man is God. Cast away from you, then, that 
book of error; cast away the Bible that 
deceives so many. It was written by a 
man of powerful intellect ; but, as all things 
revolving in the eternal law of matter 
return to the place from whence they started, 
intellect again disperses delusion/ 

* And, Duke, the Infidels extol you, as 
the disperser of Christianity. 

c I am honoured with the title of Prince 
of Reason; but when I think how much 
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there is to know and learn, I feel I am 
unworthy the title, and that another more 
worthy must fill my place before the light 
of reason reigns supreme. And oh ! 
believe me Lady Constance, (and the Duke's 
voice sunk low whilst it trembled with deep 
emotion,) I would renounce title and 
renown, if you would only be my wife. Do 
you not believe in the influence woman has 
over man for good or evil % You — you can 
make me a Christian. Oh ! why will you 
despise true love V The Duke covered his 
face with his hands, and appeared deeply 
affected. 

As the snow vanishes before the sun, so 
the heart of Constance Maberly melted at 
the sight of sorrow. ' If it is in my power 
to save a soul, I ought to sacrifice my feel- 
ings to right. I love one whose love is 
not strong enough to overcome hate, who 
loathes me as a Christian. Henry is un- 
worthy my love, yet, I love him still/ 
Constance tried to speak, but her lips would 
not move ; she tried to rise from her seat, 
but her limbs refused to obey ; she looked 
at the Duke, and an icy chill paralysed body 
and soul. 

He rose and stood before her, the large, 
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deep, passionate eyes were fixed upon her 
with a mournful gaze. ' I know all, Lady 
Constance ! Your heart is linked to one 
whose love is growing cold ; in whose heart 
a bitter hatred towards your Christianity 
shadows the sincerity of his attachment, 
soon to become a black cloud darkening 
your existence. Ah ! -a woman's life is 
lonely and dreary without love — without one 
on whom to lavish the treasures of the 
heart. In vain you seek resources else- 
where. Art and science soothe ,for the 
moment, but there are times when life 
spreads itself upon a bleak, cheerless desert, 
and there is no balm for the heart, blighted, 
yet full of life. A life of sorrow is the life 
of woman without love. This is your lot, 
Lady Constance ! Would that your love 
rested upon me, to make me a better man 1 
I would not spurn it like Selby, but cherish 
and reverence it to the last hour of my life. 
Farewell : we meet again/ He was gone, 
noiselessly as he came. 

Constance tried once more to rise from 
the seat where she had sat so long against 
her will ; and now, exhausted and chilled, 
she feebly returned to the house. The 
streaks of dawn were lighting the heavens ; 
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and raising her eyes to the clear sky, she 
murmured the only word her fevered brain 
could form — ' Help !' 

The contrast is sad between the bright 
outer world and the dark world within us. 
The clear blue sky and the dazzling sun, 
the joyous song of birds, and soft contented 
hum of insects rejoicing free from care in 
the light around, mock the aching heart of 
man bowed down with sorrow; yet the 
cheerful mocking voice of nature is our 
truest friend ; in spite of ourselves, the 
tears dry in the glad sunshine, our 
cares roll 'themselves into a small bundle, 
and we hope for the best. Constance 
Maberly was yielding to the power of the 
outer world ; its light was chasing away the 
clouds, and the restless careworn expression 
had passed to that of the calm tranquil 
mind. She looked from the window into 
the garden, so gay in the noonday sun, and 
listened to the busy tumult in the noisy 
streets ; and the quiet moonlight scene, only 
a few hours since, appeared like a dream. 
But the words of the Duke of Clare were 
not so transient ; they dwelt in her mind 
with a power she vainly struggled against. 
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' " We meet again." Yes ; when I meet 
him again, I must — oh ! can I, ought I, 
to marry a man I cannot love 1 Is it right 
in the sight of God ? Yet, if his love for 
me leads him to Christianity, surely the 
Almighty will help the sacrifice ! I am a 
weak-minded woman, and easily deceived. 
I must consult Father Baily ; right dnd 
wrong never deceive him. I am safe in 
following his decision ;' and with a resolute 
step that showed itself through the quiet 
languid manner, so graceful and dignified, 
Constance turned from the window and left 
the beautiful little boudoir, the silent wit- 
ness of her smiles and tears, and passing 
through a long suite of rooms, each bearing 
the same signs of wealth, and good taste, 
but each shrouded in the solemn stillness 
peculiar to uninhabited rooms, that prepare 
the mind to encounter an ancestor revisit- 
ing his old haunts, criticising the earthly 
and spiritual lands, the home of the past* 
and the eternity of the present. 

The Duke of Rosedover was right when 
he said that Father Baily, though aged 
in years, was vigorous in brain. The long 
white hair fell from the intellectual brow 
in a silvery mass ; the keen, mild eye 
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seemed to pierce the thoughts of those he 
looked upon, marking, learning, and in- 
wardly digesting them, weighing them in 
the balance that a long experience of human 
nature had taught. He was deeply en- 
gaged in a large volume before him, when 
the voice of Lady Constance roused him 
from his studies. 

' Father, forgive me for interrupting you ; 
but I wish to consult you upon a subject of 
great importance to my happiness/ 

The large book was quickly pushed on 
one side and the spectacles taken from 
the face — Father Baily had no need for 
their aid in scrutinising the character of 
Lady Constance, he had studied it from 
her childhood, and was known more to 
him than herself. * Speak on, my child ; 
is your trouble of a worldly, or a religious 
nature V 

'Both. It concerns my marriage with 
the Duke of Clare/ 

< The Duke of Clare, child!' And the 
placid face of the old man worked with 
visible signs of suppressed wrath. 'Never!' 
And the feeble hand was raised, and lowered 
upon the table with a force that caused the 
things upon it to start from their repose. 
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€ The Prince of Reason, the arch-seducer of 
our flock, the — ' 

' Listen, father ; it is for his soul's good : 
if he marries me, he will become a Chris- 
tian/ 

* Child, he tells you so, and you believe 
him. Believe me, he will get you in his 
power, and then trample you to the dust. 
Do you love him V The question was put 
hastily, and the spectacles suddenly re- 
turned to the eyes, which scanned eagerly 
the countenance opposite, to be certain 
there was no deception. A falsehood had 
never passed the lips of Constance, and 
truth was stamped on each feature. 

* No ; I do not love him. For his soul's 
good alone I am ready to make the sacri- 
fice. I loathe him. And it is the will of 
my father, that I should marry the Duke/ 

' My child, " Whosoever loveth father or 
mother more than me is not worthy of me." 
It is impossible to avoid hearing the prin- 
ciples of infidelity discussed everywhere ; 
but has the Duke himself ever conversed 
with you upon the subject V 

' Yes ; he is constantly at this house, and 
he haunts me ; but I would rather die than 
hold one of his opinions/ 



44 THE BEIGN OF INFIDELITY. 

' Any day, my child, we may be sum- 
moned to martyrdom for our faith. Re- 
member, life is short and eternity long ; 
shrink not from the trial of thwarting your 
father in this matter, for I tell you the 
Duke of Clare is working upon your feel- 
ings for his own base ends, and — ' 

' May I come in V The bright face of 
Isabel Mauve appeared in the doorway. * Do 
you talk secrets with the door open % Conny, 
dear, I have come to spend the day with 
you. It is not good for you to be alone ; 
you are low and nervous, as the scene last 
night in the ball-room proclaimed to the 
whole world. Everybody is talking about 
you, if that news pleases your ladyship/ 
And the laughing mouth kissed her cousin 
affectionately, whilst the little sparkling 
eyes glistened with a sly look of malice. 

' It is very kind of you, Isabel, to spend 
the day with me/ said Constance, returning 
her cousin's embrace warmly. 

' Yes, very kind indeed to please myself. 
Now Conny, let us go to your room. 
Mauve is waiting there, and his insepa- 
rable companion Mr. Danby. Good morn- 
ing/ And bowing to Father Baily with 
mock gravity, that ended in a light laugh, 
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she danced out of the room. Isabel 
seemed joyous as the summer breeze, but 
there was a discontented, peevish expression 
about the pouting mouth, that spoke of an 
irascible temper. 

Constance found her visitors well em- 
ployed in looking at the beautiful pictures 
which adorned the walls of her room. 
She did not say, ' I am so glad to see you' 
(a sentence which invariably means the 
reverse) ; but her cordial manner and sweet 
smile spoke sincere pleasure. 

' It is cool of me, Constance, to bring my 
old friend here at this unvisiting hour, as if 
he was your old friend/ 

* An old friend of yours, Mauve, must be 
an old friend of mine. Let us meet on the 
well-worn ground of old friendship/ And 
Lady Constance held out a pretty white hand 
to Mr. Danby, who bowed reverentially over 
it, and thought the word friendship cold to 
express the feeling which had taken pos- 
session of him, and was making him, for 
the first time in his life, shy, and conse- 
quently awkward. 

' But, do you know, Constance, the sole 
motive for Danby's clinging to me, when he 
met Isabel and myself on our way to pay 
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you a visit, is to enter upon a controversy 
with you ? He always quarrels with me, so 
argument is useless. Now he dare not quarrel 
with you/ 

At the word controversy, the sad grave 
expression returned to the face of Con- 
stance. ' Mr. Danby, I shall not do justice 
to my cause. If you sincerely wish to learn 
the truth, Father Baily can enlighten you, 
better than an ignorant being like myself. 
Shall I tell him you wish to consult him ? 

Mr. Danby smiled at the simple propo- 
sition, so exactly opposite to his wishes. 
Lady Constance was clever, and he wished 
to hear her defend her cause. Controversy 
with an old priest and a beautiful young 
woman was as different as summer and 
winter. He never thought of the danger 
of playing with two-edged tools, or con- 
sidered seriously that his eternal happiness 
was at stake. 'Lady Constance, before I 
go to college I must be sent to school 
Father Baily would crush me with a moun- 
tain of learning, and I would shout to the 
last, " I don't believe you ! " from no better 
reason than not being able to understand 
his arguments. I am sadly ignorant. My 
mother lived and died in what you call the 
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true faith, when I was only old enough to 
learn a, b, c. My father was anything, per- 
fectly free from prejudice/ 

' And anything, I fear, ended in nothing, 
Mr. Danby/ 

c No ; my poor father died a Christian, 
trusting in the merits of our Redeemer ; and 
I am following in his footsteps, — a liberal 
religionist/ 

' But doyou not tremblewhenyou remem- 
ber how liberality has ended in infidelity ? ' 

* Not liberality itself, but the opposition 
Catholics raised against it ; that roused the 
spirit of inquiry, and drove the multitude 
to infidelity. The church that claims to 
be one with Christ, should show meekness, 
and forbearance in prosperity, instead of 
standing before the world, a haughty, tyran- 
nical power. Your religion, has suffered 
from its system, Lady Constance/ 

From the earliest ages, the war-cry of 
persecution has been raised against the 
Catholic faith, and calumny believed, by 
hearts incapable of receiving truth, Century 
after century the faith has stood firm, un- 
changed; the temporal power gone, the 
eternal still remains. And can the Refor- 
mation show such vitality ? Titer e the dis- 
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ease has been slow, but fatal ; it lies a 
withered tree ; no life-giving sap spreads 
forth its leaves to heaven — Protestantism 
dies of infidelity, 

6 But you will admit that the Reforma- 
tion was a necessary evil ; error was creep- 
ing over Catholicity, and hiding its natural 
beauties ; the door was opened to inquiry, 
and the weeds were uprooted/ 

' True, Mr. Danby, abuses had crept in ; 
but the weeds were torn ruthlessly up, and 
many a rare plant shared the same fate. 
Time would have gently weeded the gar- 
den. Protestantism was the gardener, and 
reason the deadly seed that poisoned the 
soil. What you could not understand, you 
would not believe ; you banished faith, and 
set up reason ; and now defy your Creator? 

The door opened, and the Duke of Clare 
was announced. The room seemed to grow 
dark to Constance as he entered ; to Isabel 
the sun grew dim in the light that broke 
over everything — a light that dazzled her 
sight, as the man of the age, entered. ' Am- 
bition, admiration, and love, rushed in a 
tumultuous torrent over her heart, guided 
by a strong will. The little keen eyes 
fixed a piercing glance upon the pale dig- 
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nified Constance as she shook hands with 
the Duke. Neither spoke, and both wore 
an air of calmness that fired the jealous 
heart of Isabel into a flame. The downcast 
eyes of her cousin, the fixed ardent gaze of 
the Duke, formed themselves in the excited 
imagination of Isabel, into the quiet stream 
of true love. Ah ! she is artful and coy ; she 
is playing fast and loose with Selbv, until 
secure of the great prize ; then, like mist 
in the morning, the hypocrite's covering will 
vanish. Religion is but a mask, that enable* 
her to flirt with Infidels. Beware, lady, how 
you trifle with fire. 

It is not a pleasant thing to arrive at a 
house where you are the last person any- 
one wishes to see, and when, in spite of 
good manners arid a kind heart, the feeling 
will creep out, that your presence is a wet 
blanket. The dead silence that followed 
the Duke of Clare's entrance, said plainly, 
We were comfortable before you came \ you 
have spoiled our pleasure. But the Duke 
was clever and agreeable, and the rough 
places soon rolled out smooth. He seemed 
to have met at that moment, the very people 
he most wished to see. 
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' I am so glad, Mr. Danby, to make your 
acquaintance. I knew your father very well, 
— a dear friend of mine/ 

4 Can you remember my father, Duke \ 
He must have been considerably older than 
you ; you must have been quite a boy when 
he died/ 

' True, true, but I was a precocious lad, 
and your father shared many of my tastes 
in the scientific line. But I fear I am in- 
terrupting the conversation by my arrival — - 
and perhaps a very interesting one. Lady 
Constance, I shall never forgive myself if 
you and your friends have lost the thread 
of an interesting discussion/ And a quick 
glance rested upon Isabel, who immediately 
answered. — 

* On the contrary, Duke, I for one am 
most grateful for the interruption. My 
cousin and Mr. Danby were beginning to 
fight and hate each other out of love for God/ 

* Ah !' and the Duke curled his moustache 
with a faint smile, as his eyes passed quickly 
from face to face/ 

fc And you have saved my brother from 
wearing a hole in my Uncle's floor ; for he 
has said nothing ; and done nothing but dig 
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his stick round and round in one spot for 
the last half-hour. I believe he hates con- 
troversy as much as I do/ 

6 Speak for yourself, Isabel. Far from 
being weary, I was interested in the conver- 
sation, and I am sorry I cannot stay to 
hear it resumed ; but I have an engagement 
elsewhere and must say, farewell/ 

c Must you go, Mauve V said the Duke. 
ft I wish I could see more of you: we so 
seldom meet now. Come and dine with me 
to-night ; I have a few friends to dinner. 
I promise you a good cook, and pleasant 
companions. Won't that tempt you V 

* Thank you, Duke ; but I dine with a 
friend, a few miles out of town ; so I cannot 
accept the kind invitation/ 

' Then some other day. Just come in 
■whenever you like ; I shall be charmed to 
see you/ 

' Thank you, Duke/ 

' I don't know a more agreeable fellow 
than your brother, Miss Mauve, when he 
shakes off his absent manner ; but generally 
he is so taciturn, I never know what he is 
thinking of : clever, though, decidedly/ 

'He certainly hides his cleverness, as you 
say, Duke, in silence/ 

B 2 
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' So you dislike controversy, Miss Mauve ? 
I am sorry I cannot agree with you : it is a 
favourite weapon of mine, and has gained 
me many disciples. Truth shifts its ground 
so often, that reason soon discovers it is 
governed by no law but error/ 

4 Duke, said Lady Constance, you always 
bring forward the weak, to confound the 
strong, fallible reason, and eternal truth. 
No matter how many false garments reason 
throws around her to deceive mankind, 
truth must triumph in the end — the law of 
truth, is faith, not error. Duke, you labour 
to prove that what is, is not : faith teaches 
that what is not, is. Oh ! the day will 
soon come, when faith, confounding reason, 
will reveal the God of truth to the stagger- 
ing gaze of man, its reviler and blasphemer !' 
Lady Constance spoke these last words 
with warmth. The rich colour dyed her 
pale cheeks, lighting up the large intelligent 
eyes with a light that shone over the face, 
sparkling like water in the sun ; it was the 
same look that entranced Mr. Danby in the 
Catholic chapel ; he saw it again with 
increased admiration. Before him stood 
the subtle, clever, Prince of Reason, the open 
scoffer, the handsome, wealthy Duke of 
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Clare, whose word was powerful enough to 
send the indignant beauty, who so courage- 
ously defended her principles, to a cruel 
death ; and this Constance Maberly knew, 
and calmly defied the all-powerful Infidel. 

Mr. Danby felt at that moment convinced 
there was but one faith, and to be found 
only in the Catholic Church, But a voice 
whispered in his ear, 'Is it the beauty 
of the religion, or the beauty of the 
woman you admire? And sophistry ans- 
wered, 'Both/ whilst his heart was absorbed 
in one. 

It was impossible to read the Duke's 
thoughts in his face : gaiety and gravity 
frequently appeared on the surface, but 
feeling, never. Was he angry with Constance 
for her bold attack on reason, and open 
avowal of its downfall ? If so, it was not 
visible, as he quietly stroked his moustache, 
and answered, with a soft smile, ' You are 
eloquent in a wrong cause. A poetical mind 
is well fitted to imbibe and retain the 
imaginary and refined doctrines of the 
Catholic Church ; it speaks so to the senses; 
women are easy victims to the delusion. 
You are fond of poetry, Lady Constance ; 
and if you do not abhor me too much, will 
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you deign to accept this small volume of 
poems, which already have found favour in 
the eyes of the public ? And the Duke 
drew from his pocket a small volume, richly 
bound, and presented it to Constance. * And 
will you promise me, not to think, when 
you are reading it, that poison lives in every 
page, because I am the author. 

Constance laughed. ' Duke, since you can 
read my thoughts so well, I will not try to 
conceal that those very words were in my 
mind; poison lives in every page/ She was 
carelessly turning the leaves over, from a 
polite wish not to show how very indifferent 
she felt to the work ; but, slight as the glance 
was, she saw enough to draw an expression 
of wonder from her lips. * Did you write 
this, Duke ? I should have thought a 
believer had written it !' 

' J was once a believer, Lady Constance.' 

' Alas ! then I pity you deeply ; for you 
must have moments of intense anguish 
when conviction rises above the pride of 
reason — Am I not right V 

The question was asked in a tone of 
gentle inquiry ; but the Duke was attentively 
watching Mr. Danby and Isabel, who were 
at the end of the room looking over a book 
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of paintings, and he did not seem to hear 
the question. He rose and drew his chair 
nearer to Constance, who felt the cold 
shuddering of the preceding evening 
return, and in vain she tried to rise from 
her seat ; each word of the Duke's, uttered 
in the deep clear voice she hated, fixed her 
more firmly in her chair. 

' If you will be my guiding star, I may 
perhaps again become a believer. I told 
you last night, we should meet again. Ah ! 
I see your look of aversion, you do not care 
for the pain that look gives me. You told 
me just now I read your thoughts aright. 
Am I not now right in saying your heart 
is not yours to give % Selby is the happy 
possessor — Selby is my rival : yes, your 
blushes tell the tale, and your heart is sad, 
because his love grows cold. You despise 
me I know, but you will change your 
opinion when I have made you his happy 
wife/ The Duke took from his finger a 
splendid diamond ring, so dazzling no one 
could look at it more than a second : he 
took the cold passive hand of Lady Con- 
stance in his. ' Wear this, and all you wish 
shall be fulfilled/ 

Constance grew paler, colder, and more 



56 THE REIGN OP INFIDELITY. 

rigid ; the one word she had uttered so fer- 
vently on the terrace, again floated through 
her head — * Help ! but she could not speak 
— 'Help! Help!' Was there no one to 
understand her misery and rescue her from 

the power of ? The costly ring, the 

enchanted jewel, touched her finger ; then 
as if a burning coal had scorched the tender 
skin, Lady Constance sprang from her seat. 
' Satan, —Begone ! ' Her voice rang through 
the room, it died away in the quiet summer 
air, startling the birds in their glad career, 
they trembled and fluttered, uncertain where 
to fly — she stood alone. The Prince of 
Reason had vanished ; but he did not dis- 
appear through the door, nor leap from the 
window, nor sink through the floor. 

Isabel, who was watching with a jealous 
eye her cousin and the Duke, saw that he 
was gone ; and that Constance had thrown 
herself into a chair, giving way to her 
pent-up feelings in a flood of tears. Her 
wild cry startled Isabel and Mr. Danby from 
their occupation, the book of paintings fell 
from their hands, which they had been 
vaguely discussing without knowing exactly 
what they said ; a blank piece of paper often 
calling forth a string of artistic phrases, 
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neither discovering the delusion they were 
under, both being preoccupied, and striving 
to conceal the fact. 

Mr. Danby pressed his hands to his head, 
for his brain reeled, and felt on fire. * Gra- 
cious heaven ! is this the man of sin ? In 
truth, the Prince of Reason has deceived 
many — nay, the world does him homage. 
Satan is our daily companion ! ' 

Isabel implored her cousin to be calm : 
her own terror had passed away, the colour 
returned to her cheeks, and she laughed at 
Constance for having used such a word as 
Satan, to the Duke of Clare. She rejoiced 
secretly that anger had overcome her 
cousin's habitual prudence, and banished 
her as a rival. 

Mr. Danby said he was sure Lady Con- 
stance would rather be quiet ; and, bowing 
to Miss Mauve, left the cousins alone. 

Constance seized her cousin's hand — 
' Isabel ! Isabel ! He little knew that ring 
would open my eyes, and proclaim him, 
Satan ; for once he miscalculated his power, 
or rather a higher Power willed the disclo- 
sure/ 

' Constance, you are mad ; you have 
preached so much about avoiding Satan, 
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that your fancy at last conjures him into 
the handsome, clever Duke of Clare, simply 
because he is more fascinating and agree- 
able than most people/ 

' Handsome and fascinating I grant, 
Isabel ; yet in his presence I invariably 
shudder/ 

'Handsome and fascinating I grant/ 
These words stung the jealous heart of 
Isabel. Ah ! she is not sure if Lord Selby 
is firm in not marrying a Christian. She 
banishes the Duke to gain time, trusting 
that love will stay the longest, when least 
courted. Artful woman ! you shall die. 
Rapidly as these thoughts passed through 
her mind, they stamped themselves upon 
the brain with indelible firmness, and she 
pondered deeply for a minute how the 
death of her cousin should be accomplished. 
Alas, for evil! the ways and means for 
accomplishing a wicked act are seldom 
wanting. But her reverie was interrupted 
by the entrance of the servant with a note, 
which he gave to her. She opened it care- 
lessly, and with an air of indifference — 
until her eye rested upon a name that sent 
the colour rushing to her cheeks — she 
started up with sparkling eyes, and, play- 
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fully kissing her cousin, declared that the 
best thing for her was perfect quiet, and 
that she would leave her alone until she 
sent for her ; and Isabel hurried to her own 
room, there to give way to the frantic joy, 
the note from the being she adored inspired. 
Her trembling hands eagerly unfolded the 
paper she bad crumpled between her 
fingers in the first excitement of seeing the 
loved name. 

'Deab Miss Mauve, 

' 1 feel sure you will act the 
part of a friend, and help me to perform a 
meritorious deed. The days of Lady Con- 
stance Maberly are numbered, her doom 
sealed. You must contrive that she walks 
out in the garden this afternoon at half-past 
six. Secrecy is necessary, for the servants 
are faithful to their mistress. I can rely 
on you. 

* Yours truly, 

' Clake/ 

Rely on me ? — yes ! Ah, Duke ! I would 
lose my soul for you. This note is formal 
enough to be posted in the market-place. 
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And Isabel reperused the contents ; she 
had not mistaken one word — each letter so 
perfectly formed, defied mistakes — formal, 
formal ! and she sighed. But it shall not 
be so long ; Constance in her grave, I will 
take the field and conquer. 

Impatiently Isabel counted the hours as 
they quietly passed, unmindful of the joy 
and sorrow they bring, and leave behind. 
She looked from her window into the flower- 
garden, so bright, with summer flowers 
shining contentedly in the afternoon sun, 
and ignorant of the frowns lavished over 
their full-blown beauty. A shadow quietly 
stole round a corner of the house. Isabel's 
heart hailed it with a throb of joy. When 
it reaches the end of this side, the hour will 
have arrived, and Constance leaves her 
home for ever ! 

The shadow lengthened, and the birds 
began their evening hymn — the song they 
sang in paradise, and now continued — inno- 
cent of the earth's wickedness. Isabel went 
to her cousin's room ; a soft ' Come in ' 
answered her knock. 

* Constance, dear, you have been long 
enough in solitude ; you must rouse your- 
self, and I take upon myself the authority 
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of doctor ; so be obedient ; put on your hat 
and take a turn with rae in the garden ; 
you are so romantic, you will appreciate 
the quiet stillness of this glorious summer 
evening/ 

Constance smiled faintly as she answered 
— 'All romance has been destroyed in 
me, by stern fact. Real sorrow, Isabel, 
is a certain cure for imaginary tears and 
smiles/ 

' I don't see, Constance, that you have so 
many sorrows. Certainly you have lost a 
mother and a brother. / am an orphan. 
It is your own fault that the world scorns 
you, though it admires you — a Christian 
must be hated/ 

c To be hated for conscience' sake is not 
a grief, Isabel/ 

'Then what other sorrow have you? 
Oh, I forgot Lord Selby ; and that again 
is your own making : but come into the 
garden and talk there/ Isabel burst into 
a light merry song; her dimpled cheek, and 
bright eye laughing gaily, did not, speak of 
a heart burdened with care. 

The grave Constance caught her cousin's 
mirth, and smiled as she called Isabel 
a thoughtless girl. Little could she divine 
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the cause of the joyous outburst — her own 
destruction. They walked slowly along, 
Isabel looking at her watch every minute. 

* Why, it's ten minutes to seven ; how 
late !' 

* But we have the whole evening to our- 
selves, Isabel ; we can dine when we like. 
My father is busy at the house. The death 
warrants of five thousand people are not 
signed in a moment/ 

' 1 forgot, Constance, to-morrow is the 
great day. Five thousand beings burning 
at once : what a glorious sight ! The 
whole world will be there ; my aunt 
chaperons me/ 

' Isabel, can you talk so lightly of the 
death of your fellow-creatures ? How 
should you and I feel, if this were our last 
evening upon earth V 

* You would feel as you do now/ And 
Isabel turned her head away to hide a smile. 

' The last day ; the breaking up of all 
that our hearts cling to ; and feeling 
launched into eternity — never, never to 
slumber. Can we in this mortal life ever 
realize that first glimpse of the eternal 
existence? But who are these two men 
coming towards us V 
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* Workmen, I suppose, or gardeners.' 

' No, Isabel ; they are neither ; their 
dress is too respectable/ 

1 Well, we shall know in a few minutes/ 
And Isabel quickened her pace. The ex- 
citement within showed itself in her nervous 
movements. Was he one of the two ? ' She 
had no reason to hope ; yet her heart beat 
with the possibility. A few steps brought 
them face to face, and revealed the reality 
to all. 

Two officers of the High Court prison, 
neatly dressed in black coats, buttoned up 
to the throat, black stockings, and black 
gloves, announced their business in a few 
words, uttered in the sharp, precise tone of 
official importance. They raised their hats 
to Lady Constance : ( You will have the 
goodness to step into this carriage.' And 
they opened a door in the garden-wall 
opening upon the street, let down the steps 
of the carriage, made an impatient sign for 
Constance to enter, as she hesitated to place 
her foot upon the step. 'No resistance, 
madam; we have the Duke of Rosedover's 
orders to take you before the tribunal/ 

She did not resist ; but turning to her 
cousin, grasped her hand ; ' Farewell, 
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Isabel ; if we never meet again on earth, 
may Heaven watch over and protect you/ 

Isabel returned the grasp in silence : a 
smile of triumph parted the closed lips, but 
no tear dimmed the eyes, as she watched 
her cousin taken away to an early death. 
The streets were thronged with a busy 
crowd, hurrying to and fro after gain, in the 
restless, money-making spirit of the age. 
The black carriage, and two officers dressed 
in black, standing behind, called forth many 
expressions of hatred and contempt as it 
rolled along. * Death to the Christian ! ' 
* How do you feel? ' Warm weatherfor burn- 
ing? Ha! Ha!' 

Constance did not pull down the blinds 
to shut out the rude gaze of the crowd. * If 
I shrinkfrom the least, how shall I be able to 
stand firm at the moment when death and 
life are placed before me to chose from/ In 
the hundreds that passed and repassed be- 
fore her, all bore the expression on the face 
" that stamped them as belonging to the reign 
of Infidelity — a reckless, daring expression, 
that shrank not from evil. Yells and exe- 
crations greeted her until the carriage 
drove into the gloomy courtyard of the 
prison. When the heavy gates closed, with 
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a deep growl, shutting out the noisy outer 
world, the reality of her position over- 
whelmed her with a sickening dread. Her 
arrest had been so sudden and rapid, that 
feeling remained stunned ; the dark prison- 
walls restored it to life, and she leant back 
in the carriage with a deep groan. The 
steps were put down and the door opened ; 
and she was hurried out with the same 
quickness she had been hurried in. ' This 
way, this way ; ' and one of the officers 
went before Lady Constance to open a 
heavy, massive door, that rolled back on its 
hinges with a shrill screach of compassion, 
for the unfortunate beings it closed behind. 
A large lofty hall, with an atmosphere so 
cold, even on a hot summer's day, that 
it sent a chill over those who entered, 
greeted them with the mournful sentence, 
* Happiness never enters here/ And their 
footsteps on the cold stone floor echoed 
back to the vaulted roof, 'True, true/ 
Again the officer turned round to see that 
Lady Constance Maberly had not escaped, 
and repeated impatiently, * This way, this 
way ; ' and they advanced towards the only 
person in the large hall besides themselves, 
whose occupation seemed to consist in walk- 

p 
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ing up and down the solitary hall, clinking 
a huge pair of keys. He stopped in his 
walk and stared at the two intruders upon 
his solitude. The officer presented him 
with a slip of paper, which he read aloud, 
staring hard at Lady Constance : — 

' Cell to herself ; why that's impossible. 
We are as busy, and full, as an ant's nest. 
All ready for the great day. Your lady- 
ship is an unexpected addition to the five 
thousand. However, if you must have a 
place to yourself, you must. There is 
nothing but the faggot-hole, you must go 
there. It is not of much importance to your 
ladyship where the last day of life is spent. 
Lovely weather I hope it will continue for 
the harvest ; but your ladyship wont care, 
as this is your last day of life. It is a gay 
time to see the last of earth ; it looks at its 
best just now. Here we are ; one hundred and 
twenty nine ; can't give you anything better 
than this hole ; it's the Duke's orders to give 
you a place by yourself, and really every cell 
is crammed ; but it wont matter much for 
the few hours your ladyship has to live. 

The string mcst out of tune the jailor 
played mercilessly upon. The last — these 
two words crushed the heart of Constance 
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Maberly to atoms, clouding the mind in 
darkness, without a ray of hope. She sank 
upon the floor as the door closed, leaving 
her in solitude, and deep low groans testi- 
fied the struggle that the love of life was 
making in her heart. Death in the prime 
of life, when we are vigorous in mind and 
body, comes with a terror that the wasted 
frame, worn out with weeks of illness, 
never feels ; to such it comes as a release. 
The shadow of death hung over Constance 
in a thick cloud. She struggled to cast it 
away, but it came lower and lower, nearer 
and more terrible ; she felt as powerless as 
when the Duke of Clare was by her side. 
Was he near her now \ — The thought made 
her shriek in despair. 

' My God, my God, why hast thou for- 
saken me ! ' 

The cloud rolled away before that des- 
pairing cry of sinking faith ; the glory of 
dying for her God lighted the darkness 
with rays of celestial light, that converted 
the dark prison into paradise ; and the mind 
of Constance was soothed, as the child's that 
knows no care, and fears no evil. 

The hours slowly struck from the prison 
clock, and the solemn tones came to Con- 

p 2 
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stance as the voice of friends welcoming her 
to the eternal land ; night had advanced to 
the midnight silence, but all within the 
prison seemed hurry and confusion, sleep 
was far from the eyes of those who were 
being taken before the tribunal to receive 
sentence of death. 

The key turned in the door of Constance 
Maberly's prison, and a gruff voice desired 
her to come out. Her present guide was 
as taciturn as the afternoon one had been 
loquacious ; the lantern in his hand was the 
only light to conduct them through the long 
dark passages, and the flickering uncertain 
light made the length and height vague 
and dreary, and the darkness seemed to 
reflect the anxious thoughts of Constance, 
as she pondered over the hour of trial so 
long dreaded. But it was not the hour she 
feared ; no formal row of judges met her 
gaze as she walked into a small room dimly 
lighted by a candle, standing forlorn upon 
the table. A well-known and dearly-loved 
face gazed earnestly at her as she entered. 
A voice whispered gently in her ear : — 

'For my sake, dear Constance, forsake de- 
lusion/ She could not tear herself from the 
arms that pressed her so tightly to the 
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heart beating in unison with her own, 
speaking silently the mystery of love. Ah! 
this was harder to bear than the sentence 
of death, that cast her body to the flames. 
Between the eternity of the Christian, and 
the infidel, there was a wide gulf; they 
had met for an eternal farewell. 

' Henry, Henry ! I cannot forsake my 
God!' 

' Do you know, Constance, that in a few 
minutes your doom will be sealed ? I have 
the power now to save you. Say only 
these few words, " I am in error," and we 
may still be happy — happy, Constance, as 
we once so fondly dreamt^ as I still so fondly 
dream — my wife, my treasure! If you love 
me, forsake Christianity. You love me, 
Constance ? ' 

The voice of inquiry, and the doubt 
implied in the question, pierced Constance 
with anguish. ' You know how I love you!' 
(her tears streamed fast down her cheeks, 
the voice became short and husky, as if 
each word was dragged into life)— but, I 
love God more. 

Lord Selby pushed the beautiful Con- 
stance away, untwined the arms he had 
loved to feel clasped round his neck, and 
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gazing at her with a wild glare of rage, 
muttered slowly between his clenched 
teeth — "As a small grain of poison spreads 
and destroys each vital part,, so have your 
words poisoned my heart — ' / hate you ! y 
Go to the doom that awaits you ; go to the 
God you love more than me ! Repentance 
will come too late at the stake !" 

He was gone ; gone in anger, never, 
never to meet again. Would the wound at 
her heart, bleeding so copiously, ever heal 
in eternity % The worst was over ; she had 
sacrificed her earthly, for a heavenly love ; 
and the torments of the body she had so 
long dreaded, she now could think of with- 
out fear ; and with a firm step she obeyed 
the summons to appear before the tribunal. 
Her courage did not fail in the presence of 
the judges, who were to seal her fate. 
Their* quick, short questions, saved the 
prisoners from prolonged anxiety ; but no 
feeling of mercy prompted them to shorten 
the trying moment ; necessity obliged them 
to curtail the interview. It was past one, 
and through the long night and hot day 
they had sat pronouncing sentence of death 
upon the hundreds brought before them, 
many still remained to be disposed of, and 
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the cold grey dawn broke upon the day 
that was to witness the martyrdom of five 
thousand Christians. 

4 It is impossible to get through the 
whole list ; those that remain must be taken 
away unheard It is a mere form after all 
bringing them here, they are as obstinate 
as mules ; only a few children, when they 
hear the words, "your body to be burnt, 
give way. ' What say you ; shall wo go 
on, or dismiss them unheard V 

'The unanimous voices of the judges, 
agreed to proceed with the business until 
eight o'clock, the hour for the procession of 
the martyrs to move to the place of death/ 

' Very good/ ' Crier/ who comes next ? 

A bell sounded through the large room, 
and a deep silence succeeded the noisy hum 
of voices. 'Lady Constance Maborly, 
come forward/ The crowd made room for 
her to advance in front, and she faced the 
long row of judges, pale, calm, and firm. 

' Lady Constance Maberly, are you a 
Christian V 

' I am/ 

'Will you forsake the error of Chris- 
tianity, and save your body from the flames ? 
This is the last time mercy will bo shown ; 
do you repent V 
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* I am a Christian, and as such, I *will 
live and die/ 

• To-morrow, Lady Constance Maberly, 
you will be taken to the stake, and your body 
burnt slowly until death ends your tor- 
ments. Take her away/ 

Constance was surprised how little she 
cared for the sentence ; a smile even 
played over her face as she walked from 
the room. 

A well-known voice near her, pronounced 
her name ; she turned and saw the vene- 
rable face of Father Baily. He raised his 
hands over her head, and murmured, ' God 
bless you/ 

The blessing of the Church brought her 
to the gate of heaven ; with a light heart 
she threw herself upon the floor of her 
prison. It was no longer dark and dreary, 
light shone around and within, a light not 
of this world, but from the radiant courts 
of Heaven. 

• • • . . 

All London from an early hour was 
moving in a long unbroken string to one 
spot. The poorest put on their gayest 
attire to do honour to the martyrdom of 
the Christians ; and as the day advanced, 
the glittering carriages of the noble and 
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wealthy, dashed along in the same direction. 
Beauty, youth, and talent, all hurried to 
the f&te of the season. The choicest 
toilettes were selected for the occasion. 
Radiant smiles and a brilliant sun, all con- 
tributed to the gaiety of the scene. 

Isabel Mauve laughed, talked, and flirted 
gaily with the Duke of Clare, as she drove 
down to Kensington with her aunt, and a 
large party. 'Even the heavens smile 
upon us ' Duke P And she cast her eyes up 
to the clear azure sky, not in admiration 
of its tranquil beauty, but with the thought 
how well the upturned face suited her 
style of beauty ; and as her eyes returned 
from the celestial gaze, she was satisfied 
at meeting the Duke of Clare's eyes resting 
admiringly upon her. 'Yes/ she continued, 
' the heavens smile upon our triumph. 
How bright and gay everything looks Y 

' Isabel, it is the light of your smile that 
makes everything look so bright to me : 
the light of the sun is dark compared with 
your bright face/ 

It was the first time he had dropped the 
formal Miss, and called her Isabel. She 
blushed, hid her face in her fan, smiled, 
and pouted : but Isabel Mauve never 
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allowed an opportunity to slip away with- 
out making the most of it; she leant 
forward in the carriage to the Duke, who 
sat opposite, and her voice trembled, low 
and nervously. 

' Ah ! Duke, the light within me is but the 
reflection of your greater light ; I am only 
happy in your presence ; all is dark and 
dreary when you are away/ 

'And I return the compliment. It is 
your light that reflects upon me.' 

This answer did not please the impatient 
Isabel : her little foot stamped upon the 
carriage floor : her face flushed, and her 
eyes sparkled ! ' Duke, I am yours, body 
and soul.' 

8 The Duke uttered his usual expressive 
ah ! and said no more, whilst he pressed 
the small hand that had found its way to 
his under the light covering thrown over 
the carriage to preserve the dresses from 
the dust/ 

'Here we are, at the end of our hot 
drive : Isabel, my dear. What is the num- 
ber of our box V 

' Oh ! Aunt, the Duke of Clare knows ; I 
am sure I don't. Isabel was vexed at the 
interruption, but she was too wise to allow 
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more than a passing cloud to mar her 
beauty ; and she smiled and laughed, the 
gayest of the gay, as they struggled through 
the crowd.' 

The large amphitheatre erected for the 
occasion was already full, though scarcely 
two o'clock, and the hour for the death of 
the martyrs was four. The building, four 
miles in length, and quarter of a mile 
wide, presented a brilliant spectacle : row 
upon row of human beings, sparkling with 
jewels, and gay colours, crowded each 
corner of the building ; joyous strains of 
music rose above the din of many voices ; 
but its soft tones failed to inspire one 
feeling of pity for the victims so soon to 
die before their eyes. Fathers, brothers, 
sisters, and husbands, were about to expire 
before the eyes of those nearest and dearest 
to them, but no look of sympathy could 
reach them from the bitter cold-hearted 
Infidels. The Duke of Clare was here, 
there, and everywhere, courted and smiled 
upon by the multitude, and charming all 
by his wit and fascinating manners. 

' Duke/ said Lady Cranby, as she fanned 
herself languidly, * we are greatly indebted 
to you for this treat : you have done so 
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much to expose the folly of Christianity, 
though Infidelity has slumbered for centuries. 
To the Prince of Reason ahme % we owe the 
blessing of the reign of Intellect, and the 
extinction of Christianity/ 

The Duke bowed low and in silence at 
the flattering speech. 

( I hope, Duke, it is not going to rain : the 
sun has gone in, and do you see those black 
clouds ? The heat is oppressive, it feels very 
like a thunderstorm.' 

* Perhaps/ and the Duke looked uneasily 
at the gathering clouds, and then at his 
watch : ' one hour yet we must wait/ 

' But who knows, Duke, what an hour may 
bring forth % We may be deluged with rain 
before then. Do hurry the proceedings/ 

4 1 will see if it can be done/ 

There was one in that vast crowd who 
took no part in the rejoicings : Mr. Danby 
sat silent and gloomy, with folded arms 
and head bent low upon his breast, battling 
fiercely with two powers that struggled for 
mastery: conviction and pride, alternately 
claimed the victory. 

' I believe in the truth of the Catholic 
faith, yet what has led to that belief? my 
love for Constance Maberly. Ah! Is it 
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the religion that I love, or my love for the 
woman 1 Is it her image that draws me, and 
clothes the Catholic Church with divine 
truth ? I am a weak fool, and can only 
see with the eyes of her I love f 

At this moment a loud shout rent the 
air : ' Death to the Christians !' The vast 
multitude stood up, and heads were eagerly 
bent forward to catch the first glimpse of 
the martyrs. Two and two they walked, 
barefooted, and with long white robes 
thrown loosely over their shoulders, fastened 
at the waist with a cord. Each bore a 
lighted torch to set fire to their Amend 
pile. Lord Mauve and Constance Maberly 
led the procession, and, as Mr. Danby 
caught sight of them, a host of recollections 
rushed through his mind. Every word his 
friend had spoken, stood before him clothed 
in truth. He lived over again the evening 
when he entered the Catholic chapel ; the 
quiet solemnity of the service floated around 
him. 

" Faith the senses dark refining, 
Mysteries to comprehend" — 

again these words sounded in his ears ! he 
started wildly from his seat. 

c Away with reason ! faith alone can 
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enlighten the understanding. My God, 
my God, I believe !' He forced his way 
to the front, shouting, 'lama Christian ¥ 

' To the flames ! take him to the flames T 

The order was given by the Prince of 
Reason, as he pranced along the soft grass, 
on his spirited white horse, reviewing the 
army of martyrs, as a general before 
battle, reviews his troops. The horse reared 
and plunged, but the rider and horse 
seemed one, — it was impossible to unseat 
the Duke. The spirited animal caught the 
spirit of its master ; the flashing eye of the 
Duke, as he rode impetuously up and down 
the amphitheatre, hurrying with the lash 
of his whip the steps of the Christians, was 
answered by the snorting steed, whose 
tossing head covered the green grass with 
white foam, as it pranced, and tore the 
ground impatiently. 

' Quick, march/ 

It was the deep clear voice of the Prince 
of Reason, that sounded above the roaring 
shout that greeted his presence. As he 
rode along, a low growl of distant thunder 
answered the cheering multitude, the sun 
behind the thick clouds shone with a deep 
blood-red glare that tinged the heavens 
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like a sheet of fire, and shed a lurid light 
over the dark earth. Lower, and lower, the 
heavy red clouds, slowly descended, a vivid 
flash of lightning for a moment shone over 
the gathering darkness, followed by a loud 
peal of thunder that shook the earth to its 
foundation ; above the cries of mortal terror, 
and the roar of heaven's anger, arose the 
clear voices of the Christians, chanting their 
hymn of praise — 

* O come aU ye faithful 
Raise the hymn of glory. 
Siog choirs of Angels 
Bend the air in triumph, 
Loudly proclaiming your Saviour's praise ! 
Give to our great God 
Glory in the highest. 1 

Already Constance was at the stake. 
The Prince of Reason seized a torch and 
lighted the faggots. The red clouds rolled 
away like a curtain, a dazzling light shone 
behind, bright golden clouds descended 
through the fiery vapour, resting upon, 
and bearing away in the golden light, the 
band of martyrs. Together, Lord Selby 
and Constance Maberly ascended. 
' Henry, we are united for ever/ 
' Yes, Constance ; Repentance was not too 
late at the stake! 
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Isabel Mauve clung wildly to the Duke 
of Clare, the Prince of Reason. ' Oh ! save 
me, Duke ! save me ! I am yours, body 
and soul/ 

€ Yes ; you shall dwell with me for ever J — 
' My reign is over! I cannot save you. 
Louder, and louder, grew the frantic cries 
for mercy ; louder still the voice of the 
trumpet — the Voice of Justice. 



THE END. 
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